CHAPTER FOURTEENTH
Mr. Wilkes Booth comes to us, the whole Sex Laves him— Mr, Kilslcr Compares him to his Great Father — Our Grief and Horror over the Awful Tragedy at Washington.
IN glancing1 back over those two crowded and busy .seasons one figure stands out with such clearness ami beauty that I cannot resist the impulse to #|>ciik of liiiii, rather than of my own inconsequential self. In lib cant* only (so far as my ]R*rsoitaI knowledge goes) there was nothing derogatory to dignity or to manhood in being called beautiful, for hi* was that bud of splendid promise, blasted to the core before its full triumphant blooming • - known to tin* world as a madman and an assassin- -but in the profession a.s *' that unhappy boy," John Wilkvji Hearth.
lit* was nil young, so bright, so gay, so kind. 1 could not have known him well. Of course, too, there are two fir three different jjeople in every man's skin, y«*t when we rememtMT that stars are not generally in the habit of showing their brightest, their best side to the company at rehearsal, wt* cannot help feeling both resjMTt and lik« ing for flit* i me win* does.
Then* art* not            nu-n who can nwivt* a gash ovrr
the eye in a seenr at night without at leant a momentary outburst t»f lt*iiifM»i\ but when tin* coinlmt trtwifi*ii Kick tffii and KithttwnJ         tn*ing r«»fu*arHtfd, Mr. Iktctth h;wl urgrd Mr, McC ollcHii (that six f«Mif tail tiiitidtwititf IradiiiK man, who entrusted me with the cure* iif hi* watch during «iteh enctmnters) In " < 'utttf oil hard I    Gintr on Imft    Hot, «ld  fellow!    Iturilcr*^ faster?"   HrM          the ehjince of a blow, if tmly
a but         of it.